

































































Rita the Qwallow“Woman 


by Stoux Ammerman 


I was.in my ‘grandmother's time 


that Rita-lived, though not in the 
same land: Rita was’ enchanted as a 
child: by & grouchy sorcerer. The spell 
turned her into’a swallow by.day and a 
woman ‘by night..-Though -her family 


was upset,’ with time they learned to: 


live with it. They ‘event foundher of 
value in. keeping down ,the mosquitos 
and.other bugs’around’the house: 

But as she approached marrying age, 
her parents began to worry. True; she 
was gtowing:into a beauty, with finely 
carved features and. a figure made. 
buxom from flying all day, yet. who 
would marry .a girl who couldn't work 
during the day except to catch bugs? 
What husband would want his beauti- 
ful-wife'‘cooking.and. cleaning all night 
when she should. be in his bed beside 
him? ato 

‘But. Rita: was not: worried: about a 


husband or ariything else. Allshe cared : 


for was-flying in: the sunshine; swoop- 
ing, soaring, turning, catching: bugs in 
flight. Thats-was her joy and all she 
needed:to be happy. 

One day..as she flicted and veered 


through the woods, along: the river: 


cliffs;:she came upon a young man sit- 
ting on a rock near the edge, sadly-play- 
ing avwhistle:;He -played so: well that 
she banked aroynd.and came batk.to 


% 


citcle.artd dive.in the air over his head. . 


After. a time he noticed her aerial 
acrobatics,'-.and stopped playirig to 
watch. Rita came down,.alighting on a 
rock before.him, askifg inher way, for 
him ‘fo. continue playing. But he:did 
not understand, .and- instead startéd 
talking to het, saying: 

“Oh, little swallow, you are as blue 
as I feel. ‘Iam so lonely, and I long for a 
=e 
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wife so badly. I court the ladies, but 
either they are not good enough to be.a 
wife, or they run away when I ask 
them. I am so -discouraged that itm 
almost ready to stop, trying;,and just be 
lonely the rest of my life.” 

He.paused in thought, and-Rita flit- 
ted, cher -wings and trilled at,-him,. 
wishing he would -not.,be so, sad, 
wishing he could be as happy-as she.. 
He looked up at the sound and said, 
“You know, I’m not a.bad man, little 
bird. ]'ve a heart full of love ready to 
give away. You must know that, to sit 
so close and not fear me..Let-me -play 
you: a-song of my heart, and-you will 
hear.” 

Hg; began to play such begutiful 
music on his: litele whistle.,that, Rita 
leapt i into the gir, into 2 »dartce of exal- 
tation in the warm spring breeze, dart- 
ing, skimming, looping. It was-indeed 
the song-of,a loving heart. And as she 
danced in the air,zin the song, she came 
to know that heart, to admire that 
heart, and in the end to love that heart. 

When, the song.,ended: and Rita 
perched actoss from the yqung man, he 
only sighed and said, “See?” 

And so, they-sat, sharing the fragrant 
afternoon,-watchipg the river churning 


and splashing. below them in, its rocky, 


bed., He told the. little bird,-all the 
secrets of his seul, and she listened. 
Occasionally he played a sad. tune, and 
shg, would dance, wheeling and dip- 
ping slowly over the swater. 

But as the segting sun’s cays began, to 
creep through, the, woods-behind them,. 
she stopped her flight, for she was 
neyer sure when, the ,change would 
come to her. And so it was. that the 
young,man found himself sharing the 
evening with the beautifyl girl, Rita. 

He started when. first he, noticed her 
sitting on a tall tock beside him. But 


his look changed to awe when he saw 
her-beauty. 

“Who are you?” 

“I am Rita,«the swallow .you have 
played to all day,” she said, climbing 
down to sit next to him. : 

“But how. . . ?” 

“I am-ensorcelled, so that I am a 
woman by- night, a swallow by day. It’s 
really quite nice.” 

“Which ate you really, thogh? A 
woman or a bird?” 

“I'm both equally, except in mid- 
summer and midwinter when the days 
or nights are longer. But I supposé’ the 
answer you want is that I was a,little girl 
when the spell was cast, not a bird.” 

“Yes, that’s it. So this is your true 
form. A truly beautiful form. it is, too.” 
Then he stopped and cast down his 
eyes. “But I have shown my heart to 
you, a stranger. And now I am embar- 
rassed that you know my secrets.” 

“But why? I have seen your secrets 
and they do not offend: me. I have 
danced i in the song. of your heart, and it 
was, a truly. open “and doving heart, a 
heart I could easily love.’ 

He looked up at her with hopeful, 
smiling eyes. “You mean you could 
love me? You-wouldn’t run away?” 

“Yes, I could love you. But I cquidn’t 
be your wife.” 

“Why not?” 

_ “Because I ‘am a, swallow-woman. I 
have no need ofa hysband. I,need to 
fly, to dive, to soar.” Her voice rose in 
joy at, the thought of, flight. Then ; she 
put her hand ovef his and, said softly, 
“But, I could still, Jove you..’ 

Slowiy,, tentatively, he cupped her 
face in his harids, and.as the, last glim- 
mer: of evening , faded tq, night, they 
kissed. They made love.tenderly, then 
passionately into the night ‘until they 
fell asleep in each other's arms. 
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Rita woke early, hearing the forest 
birds chirping, calling, heralding the 
dawn. She. woke‘her‘lover with a kiss. 
“The change will tome soon,” she said. 
“I wanted to say goodbye while I still 
could.” 

He looked up, sleepy and alarmed. 
“Goodbye? Where are you going?” He 
clutched her arm. 7 

‘It’s only the change,” she said, 
pointing east over the.river, where the 
horizon was,growing rosy and yellow. 
“As sogn as the first rays of the sun 
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come, I'll be a swallow again. I must fly 
home. My family is probably worried.” 
She stood watching the dawn: 

“He rose quickly beside her. “But you 
said you wouldn’t leave! You said you 
would love me forever! You can’t go!” 
He grabbed her forearms fiercely. ."We 
can get you unenchanted, then ydu'can 
stay forever!” 

She stared at him in horror, strug- 
gling in his grip. “Not,change? Noi fly? 
No, I can’t live,and not fly!” 

“But you will have me,” he pleaded. 
“We will have our love, and a thousand 
nights like last night. You will be 
happy.” ; 

‘No, no, I must fly!” She broke free, 
turned, and raced into the woods, veer- 
ing and dodging among the trees. He 
was right on-her heels and gaining, but 
she angled left, then swerved quickly 
right, and he tripped over a bush. She 
ran straight ahead, then at the last sec- 
ond, jumped aside, and he ran straight 
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into a young tree. 

She doubled back the way she had 
come, but soon he was on her heels 
again, crying, “Stop! Please stop! Don’t 
run away, please!” As she came to the 
edge of the wood, she felt his hand 
brush her arm. She ran now with all her 
strength, for there was nothing more to 
slow him down. At the last moment, 
she saw that she was running straight 
for the edge of the cliff. “No! Stop!” he 
screamed behind her. He made a last 
lunge to save her from the edge. 

But she had already changed, and 
was soaring away from him as he 
tumbled down over the cliff to the 
river's edge. 

As he lay broken on the rocks below, 
his last sight was of his love dancing 
slowly in the ait above him. And as she 
dove and soared, though He could not 
see it, she wept. ; 


a 


39 









